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own letters, running through half a century, the oldest of
them dating back more than sixty years.

My father and mother during my girlhood religiously
preserved my weekly letters to them, which were always
packed with my experiences at the time, as these were what
they cared most to know. And my faithful husband, dur-
ing our long life together, has almost prepared a biography
of me in his methodical collection, arrangement, and preser-
. Tation of my letters and manuscripts, our experiences in the

ministry, and our edltorxal co-partnership; in his memories
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of journeys, visits to historic places, and eminent people; in
his reports of lectures, preservation of newspaper clippings
relating to myself, of all sorts and from all parts of the
_country, and with copious memoranda of the prominent
events of my life in general. There was no lack of material.
But it requires some courage to write one’s biography.
Every human soul has its secret chamber, which no one is
allowed to invade. Our uncomforted sorrows, our tenderest
and most exquisite loves, our remediless disappointments,
our highest aspirations, our constantly baffled efforts for
| higher attainments, are known only to ourselves and God.
| We never talk of them. When these are counted out, with

numerous events in which one has participated with living
people, whose narration might leave a sting, the story of
one’s life seems to one’s self to lose color, and to dwindle
in its proportions. Who would care to read it? What
good purpose would its publication subserve? If one out-
stays the average longevity of the race, the waters of
oblivion close over him, and he is forgotten before he dies,
while the ranks close up immediately when one drops on
the march, and his very name is soon unheard. Why then
write an autobiography at all? And I found my courage
oozing out at the finger-tips, whenever I addressed myself to
the task of telling the story of my life.

Not only lack of courage, but lack of time, delayed the
fulfilment of my purpose, and held my biography in a nebu-
lous state. The daily business of life is imperative, and calls
for immediate attention. I am always sorely pressed by
demands upon my time that cannot be held in abeyance,
and should probably have postponed the preparation of this
book until it was too late, but for the advent of my friend
and publisher. .

He represented to me that I had been identified with so
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off this mortal coil,” was mest amusing. I informed her
that a story of my life would probably be published in
advance of hers, and perhaps while I yet lived, and that her
manuscript must be suppressed. For now I examined it in
part, and found it very inaccurate and unreliable. But it
required a long and very plain discussion of the whole
matter before I succeeded in convincing her that my pub-
lisher, my family, and myself had rights which she would
infringe if she persisted in publishing her incorrect, badly
written, and unauthorized manuscript.

If I should pass out of life before this book is published,
I wish it distinctly understood that this is the only biogra-
phy of myself that I have authorized, and the only one that
is reliable. No other that may appear has received any
sanction from me, or from any member of my family.

I have given more space to the story of my three years
life in Virginia than 1 had intended. But after re-reading,
I have decided not to abridge the narrative. It is a story of
plantation life at the South, fifty-five years ago, and pre-
sents a phase of society and civilization that has passed
away forever, and, as such, may prove of value and interest
to young readers. It was written from a journal carefully
kept at the time, from my copious weekly letters home to
my parents, and from my correspondence with the family
on my return North.

In those days letters were letters, written with care,
packed with details, highly prized, and carefully preserved.
Every one of my letters home contained two sheets of fools-
cap, closely written on both sides, and each one cost my
father twenty-five or thirty-seven and a half cents postage.
At that time the receiver of a letter paid the postage, and
not the sender, as now. The postage was increased with the
increase of sheets of paper in the letter, letters not being
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paid for by weight, as at present. And on occasions, when
some unusual event had tempted me to send home some half
dozen or more sheets of gossip, my father has paid fifty
cents postage on the letter, and there were times when that
sum was exceeded.

I cannot but hope that the story of my life may prove
interesting to my friends and acquaintances, and to others
into whose hands it may fall. It has been interesting to
me while I have been living it, although entirely different
from what I had planned and hoped. Eventful, and full of
variety, I have never found it dull, and have never suffered
from ennui. I have had little cause for complaint, although
my life has been a long struggle. There has always been
some good thing to strive for and to win, or some evil to be
suppressed and rooted out. And I have felt so kindly an
interest in the men and women among whom my lot has
been cast that I have carried on my shoulders and in my
heart many of their burdens and sorrows, and been glad-
dened by their happiness. Generally I have won that which
I have sought, and have most highly valued.

No woman has been more blessed than I in my home,
my family, and with my many, many friends. The bitterness
of death will be tasted in parting company with them. And
but for the certainty that we shall ¢ join hands in the halls {
of immortality ” after a brief separation, it would be sad to :
die. The world which I shall soon leave is very different '
from that into which I was born, and is a much better world
4o live in. I congratulate women that their long struggle
(for freedom, knowledge, opportunity, and the rights of"
buman nature is nearly ended, and that the day is close at |
-hand when it shall be as good a thing to be born a girl as -
1o be born a boy. A most hopeful future confronts those
who, like myself, can only be satisfied with complete mental
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liberty and religious freedom. The world is slowly reaching
" out for “more light, more justice, and more love.” And it
is being vitalized and renovated by the growing conviction
that practical religion is always and forever love to God
and love to man. _

I cannot say with my dear friend, Miss Frances Power
Cobbe, that “I would gladly accept the permission to run
my earthly race once more from beginning to end.” I
am afraid it would prove wearisome — “a twice-told tale.”
And so while rejoicing in the gains of the past and in the
bright outlook into the future, I prefer to go forward into
the larger life that beckons me farther on, where I am sure
it will be better than here. And when the summons comes,
although the world has dealt kindly with me, I shall not be
sorry to lift the latch and step out into “that other cham-
ber of the King, larger than this and lovelier.”

wyﬂ-m
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71 F it be true that to be well-
born is the most fortunate
accident that can happen to
a human being, then I can

~  congratulate myself that my

rthly début was made under favor-
le conditions, both as to parentage

id locality. At that time Boston

as a small city of not more than

irty or forty thousand inhabi-
tants,—a pretty country town, in
fact. The dwelling-houses were beautified by gardens at

the front and rear, where every variety of old-fashioned
(35)
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flowering plant rioted in color during the summer. The
little city was built on a pear-shaped peninsula, and was
indeed almost an island, a very narrow strip of land con-
necting it with the main land, so that it was quite shut in
from the rest of the world. This little strip was called “The
Neck,” and there the city abruptly terminated. There were
times when ¢ The Neck ” was flooded by easterly gales and
high tides, so that it could not be crossed for a time. The
New England Conservatory of Music is located on or near
this spot. And if I remember aright, the corporation now
owns the long-ago disused burial ground adjacent, which
was a horror to me in early childhood; for it was neg-
lected, wind-swept, and utterly desolate.

At that time the North End of Boston was the court
end of the town, where some of the most eminent person-
ages of the day were born and reared,—and where later
their remains were buried in Copp’s Hill burying-ground,—
their weather-worn monuments hallowing the ancient cem-
etery to-day. There were located some of the most famous
public and private buildings of colonial times, whose archi-
tecture is still picturesque, making that part of the metrop-
olis far more interesting, historically, than any other. Of
the three hills on which Boston was built, one of them, Fort
Hill, on the east, has disappeared entirely. It has been
leveled in some places fifty feet, and the earth used in
filling in the marshes which formerly surrounded Boston,
immensely extending the area of the city.

The Common was a large, uncared-for pasture, and yet
a popular resort, especially to children. The frog-pond was
a large puddle, most of the time, but it was dwarfed and
unsightly during the heats of summer. Cows were pas-
tured on the Common, and a wooden fence surrounded it,
too high for small children to climb, and too low for them
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to creep under. ‘“How shall we get over this fence?” I
inquired of a laborer, after vainly seeking an entrance to
the Common by a gateway, which was out of repair. I
was in charge of my younger sisters, whomn I had been per-
mitted to take out for a walk. “The best way to get over
is to crawl under!” was his reply, which we did, to the utter
demoralization of our long-sleeved and high-necked white
aprons and white pantalettes.

Copp’s Hill and the burial ground located on its sum-
mit, some fifty or sixty feet above the sea, was the favorite
play-ground of North End children. In 1775, at the battle
of Bunker Hill, the British planted a battery of heavy
guns on this hill, which did effective work for their side,
and the children never failed to dig for battle relics in the
earth as zealously as if no relic-hunters of previous genera-
tions had preceded them. Copp’s Hill was formerly known
as Snow Hill, and for good reasons. After a heavy snow
storm the hill would swarm with children, enjoying madder
revels than were always safe for girls, who were thrown
down and run over by the reckless games of the boys. But
the girls “held the fort” in summer, the play-ground not
being then suited to the wants of the boys. And in my
memary of those early days there was no prettier sight
than Copp’s Hill on a summer Saturday afternoon. Then
it was gay and vocal with little girls, attired in sunbonnets
and aprons, “ keeping house,” and “playing school,” “hide
and seek” and “playing tag,” and sometimes, it must be
confessed, making “mud pies.” It was Saturday afternoon,
and the maternal injunction, “Keep your clothes clean!”
was not in force on that half holiday, for the clean clothes
for the next week were to be donned on Sunday morning.

I have always congratulated myself that I was born in

this little seaport town. For life then and there was sim
3
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. ple, dignified, and lofty in moral tone. No one was demor-
. alized by great wealth, and those who were Tegarded as
| rich possessed only moderate fortunes as compared with
. those of to-day. They lived simply and without vulgar
parade and ostentation. The very poor were never numer-
ous, in those days, and when they needed charity it was
dispensed by the churches to which they belonged,— for
church-going was almost universal. Those who stayed
away from church habitually were regarded as outside the
pale of salvation. It was a part of the unwritten law of
the community that everybody should be industrious, eco-
nomical, courteous, and well-behaved. Children were ex-
pected to be useful to their parents, and to look up to them,
and not down upon them. For boys, there were excellent
advantages of education, — for girls, almost nothing, but
then, it was the same everywhere.

My modest and simple home differed in no respect from
hundreds of others in the city of Boston at that time, save
in the quality of my parents. They were neither rich nor
poor, neither learned nor illiterate, but fond of reading and
never lacking books, loving and trusting each other, de-
voted to their children, and extremely solicitous for their
welfare. The home was comfortable, well-ordered, and
.carefully guarded from whatever was low and demoral-
izing.

_ My father, Timothy Rice, born in Northfield, Massachu-
setts, came of Welsh ancestry, and belonged to a strong, vig-
orous, and long-lived family. His direct ancestor, Edmund
Rice, came from Barkhamstead, England, in the county of
Hertfordshire, and settled in Sudbury, Massachusetts, in
1638. For one hundred and fifty years his descendants
cultivated farms in eastern Massachusetts, and, according to
the genealogical annals of the day, were people of “indus-
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trious habits, honest, and God-fearing.” My father was the
sixth in a family of eleven children, of whom five were
boys, and all of whom received Bible names,— Paul, Silas,
Timothy, Moses, and Benjamin. I have visited the old farm
on which he was born, and learned much of his early his-
tory, and the traditions of his family. He was tall and
large physically, prodigiously strong and massive in his
voung manhood, a kind of blonde giant. The old people
who were cotemporary with him all told the same story.
He was very thoughtful and devout in his early life, studi-
ous and religious, devoted to his parents, and to his mother
especially, “set in his way,” a great talker, fluent in speech,
and talking with much power. Those were his traits
through life. :

My mother, Zebiah Vose Ashton, born in Boston, was
of direct English descent, her father having been born in
London, England, where most of her kindred have since
resided. He always subscribed himself “ Captain Nathaniel
Ashton, London, England,”— a sailor in the East India ser-
vice, not a soldier. He was intensely English and bristled .
with family pride and loyalty to the Church of England.
This did not prevent his marrying a Boston woman, my
grandmother, who must have been very comely in her
youth, ag she was a very handsome woman in her old age.
She could not be induced to forsake her native city, and so
it happened that my mother also was born in Boston. The
law on both sides of the water gave my grandfather the
right to compel my grandmother to reside in England as
he desired ; but he never attempted such compulsion, nor
wonld he have succeeded if he had, for his wife was a
woman with a mind of her own, and, young or old, carried
her points. So my grandfather contented himself until late
in life with vibrating between the old world and the new,
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seeming to my childish imagination to be forever standing
with one foot on the sea and the other on dry land, like
the angel of the Apocalypse.

- My mother was of medium height and size, much

-"smaller than my father physically, and in delicate health

until middle life. She possessed a most expressive and win-
ning face, which was illumined by large brown eyes of
singular beauty. Only one of her six children resembled
her in face, figure, or character. Gentleness draped her like
a garment, and in speech as in manner she was uniformly
kind, tolerant, and gracious. She could be very decided

' when it was necessary, and when she had once taken a

Y

stand we all knew that there was no receding from it. My
father and mother supplemented each other perfectly, and
yet I doubt if they ever knew it. My father was positive,

* and regarded himself as the head of his house and the mas-

ter of his family, and was never backward in_declaring this
as his divinely appointed position. My mother never dis-
puted it, nor even discussed it, and yet no man was ever
more completely under the control of another than was he
under that of my mother. Her word, and even her wishes,
if he could ascertain them, were a law to him. And I have
heard him say that he always consulted her in every
important matter that came before him. *Bless the united
heads of this family!” was the unchanged formula he
uttered at family prayers, which were never omitted night
or morning. My father and mother were alternately sub-
jects and rulers in their home, and, as in many other in-
stances, they never knew it.

- My father accepted the Calvinistic faith in its entirety

/ and severity as it was taught and believed a hundred years

ago. He expounded it in his family with voluminous speech
and tremendous power, until I was steeped in it. Before I
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was ten years old I had the whole system at my tongue’s

i

end, and could restate it and dovetail it together like a

theological expert. This faith dominated my early life, and

has affected me more or less during all the years that have
followed. My father’s nature was so large and generous
that his heart was continually at war with his creed. Na-
tare had made him an optimist, while his creed transformed
him into a pessimist. He mourned and wept while he
taught that the doom of endless perdition hung over the
majority of the human race. He never escaped from his
early belief, and so lost the joy of life which nature had
designed for him.

If my mother /ad a creed she never stated it. All her

talk was practical, and she dealt wholly with the ethical side

of questions. “ That would _be‘w;ong, for it would be really
telling a lie,” was her quick i\;éy_of‘éettling the question
when one of us proposed to deceive a playmate by panto-
mime. “That would not be treating your sister as you
would be treated.” “You must be as good to your playmate
as you would be to yourself.” “I should be ashamed of my
child if she were so selfish as not to share her pleasui‘es with
her playmates.” Axioms like these we heard continually

from her lips. And yet my father had very serious doubts .
about the wisdom of her training the children. Iis method ,
was to teach doctrinal religion, to lay down laws, affix pen- '

alties to the violation of them, and the punishment was sure -

to be executed if the laws were broken.
My mother made no laws, affixed no penalties, never

threatened, but dealt with every case as it came upin a
tolerant and liberal way. She used to declare that “she |
never knew a child ruined by being made too happy in its .

childhood,” so she devised plays for us, played with us,

invited our young friends and cousins to visit us, and made
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no little work for herself by entertaining them and trying to
make her children happy. She gave us our stints of work,
simple little duties of housekeeping, like dish-washing and
dusting when we were young, increasing them as we became
older. Nor did any one of her daughters escape being well
taught in needle-work, except myself. It was not her fault,
however, that I grew up ignorant of this feminine accom-
plishment. A
~" My home was eminently and severely religious. We
,"Ibega,n the day with prayer and Bible reading. Every child
in the family from the age of seven was expected to read
the Bible through once a year, according to a plan marked
out by my father. I observed this custom until I was
twenty-three years of age, so that the good book has become
ingrained in my memory, a part of my very self. To this day
I am saluted in my home as “ The Family Concordance.” A
blessing was asked upon each meal of which we partook, all
standing, and thanks were returned after eating. The day
was closed with prayer and Bible reading and the children
were then put through a rigorous course of self-examination
concerning their use of the day, which was conducted by my
father. This was not the best sleeping potion for a serious
and thoughtful child like myself, and sometimes long after the
whole household was steeped in slumber, I was lying awake
mourning and weeping over the events of the day in which
\ I had participated, and which loomed up before me after
the evening’s investigation as heinous sins against God.
I was the fourth in a family of six children, two boys
’ and four girls, and was born on Salem street, at the North
End of Boston, on the 19th of December, 1820.  Our house
was located three or four doors below the Old North Church,
on the same side of the street. Adjoining was the residence
of Noah Lincoln, with its handsome grounds at the rear, or,
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a8 we called it then, the “ back-yard.” Here his large family
of twelve children and his grandchildren held their celebra-
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me.

tions when they came together to honor

Across the street was
ajor Bray, a man of dis-
se days, whose extensive
nd blossoming shrubbery
. perennial delight. A
ip grew up between one
f the Bray family and

early childhood, and I
. pleasure to this day the
sent under the trees with
and, who told me stories,
nt me home with a cake,
, or a bouquet of flowers.
- doors removed was the
where hung the first peal
r “the British Empire in

> These bells were the
mmeasurable happiness to

THE OLD NORTH CIICRCH, BOSTON, AND ITS HISTORIC BELLS.
The first peal of bells cast for ** the British Empire in North America.”

They assisted in my education, they aided in my

development. I listened to them as they played on the
ordinary occasions of church services and festivals, and
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grew religious and devout. I thrilled with patriotic feeling
when they rang out with “God Save the Queen,” or “ Hail,

)
/
=
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/
/
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OLD NEW ENGLAND DOOR-KNOCKER.

for the first ten years of my
life was set back so far from
the street that two houses
were built on each side, and
at right angles to it. That
gave a large rectangular plat
of open ground, common to
the five dwelling-houses
which partly encircled it.
They were all small and
unpretentious, unlike in ap-
pearance, but all open on
three sides to sunlight and
air. Our house gloried in an

Columbia, Happy Land,” on
the Fourth of July and the
twenty-second of February. I
became jubilant or solemn as

/ . . 3 3
their music inspired - me at

Easter or Christmas, and I can-
not now hear them without
being overwhelmed with
a flood of memories of the
long past, in which figure those
whom I shall never again be-
hold until I ascend the green
hills of the immortal life.

The house in which we lived

OLD NEW ENGLAND DOOR-KNOCKER.

adornment which the others lacked. On the front door
was a dumpy green iron knocker, which came down with so
prodigious a bang that it aroused the whole neighborhood.
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These houses have all given way to a large brick block
erected on their sites, handsome when built, but reduced to
the common level of most North End houses by the immi-
grants, who long ago took possession of that section of the
city. A low fence, built by my father with his own hands,
separated our house completely from the others, and gave
my mother ample room for a flower garden, which was
an adjunct to most Boston houses at that time. Here she
reveled in the flowers which embowered the little white
house and filled it with their fragrance, while birds and bees
rioted among the blossoms. Vines clambered up the sides
of the house, and wreathed with beauty even the old
woodshed. I regarded my home as the most beautiful spot
on the earth, and when we changed our residence I was
like Eve when driven from Paradise, who must have been
heartbroken. I was homesick for weeks.

The front door opened into a small entry, which, if it
could have been extended, would have bisected the little
house into two equal parts. But the immense brick-work
of the house interfered, for it included a yawning fire-place
of immense proportions, a portentous brick oven, heated
every Saturday afternoon for the baking of white bread,
brown bread, pudding and pies, meat and beans, —the
mighty ash-hole underneath,—and the deep closet over-
head for japanned lamps which burned whale oil, flatirons,
skillets, spiders, and other kitchen utensils of iron. What
was left of the middle of the house by this massive chimney
was utilized as an “entry,” only large enough for the
admission of one person at a time, who turned to the right
for the sitting-room and to the left for the kitchen.

The kitchen was my favorite room. It was lighted by
four windows, its floor was scoured white, and sanded with
beach sand in summer, and carpeted with home-made rugs
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in winter. It served as dining-room both winter and sum-
mer, the cooking being done in summer in a little basement
room made for that purpose. At that time there were no
stoves, nor ranges, neither gas nor coal, and the cooking

e ———

A NEW ENGLAND FIRE-PLACE OF SEVENTY YEARS AGO.

was done in the open fire-place, by means of cranes inserte.
in the chimney, from which were suspended hooks for pots
and kettles. There were “bake-kettles” for the baking of
biscuit and gingerbread over beds of live coals, which also
were heaped on the cover. There were “tin-kitchens” for
the roasting of .meats and poultry before the fire, —potatoes
were baked in the hot ashes,— steaks were broiled over hot
coals, and tea and coffee steeped on the hearth. The ashes
were carefully raked over the bed of coals on the hearth at
night to preserve the fire. If we “lost fire,” we fell back
on the tinder-box, and struck a steel ring with a flint till a
spark fell on tinder, when it was blown into a flame. Or, if
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the tinder-box was out of order, we went to a neighbor’s
kitchen and begged a shovelful of coals. The kitchen con-
veniences of those days would drive to despair our house-
keepers of to-day. ,

The associations of the always clean and orderly kitchen
of my home were very pleasant to me, and are so to-day.
My chief delight in the spacious room was the freedom I
found there. We could play, shout, run, jump, stand on
the substantial chairs to look out the windows, play house-
keeping, and set out the kitchen table with our little pewter
dishes and tiny porringers, bring in our individual chairs,
stools, and crickets, and build up establishments in every
corner of the room, and then inaugurate a series of calls and
visits to one another, take our rag-babies to ride in an over-
turned chair, which we dragged over the floor, sing to no
tune ever written, or ever dreamed of, till my patient mother
would beg a respite from the ear-splitting discord, that « we
might rest our throats,” cut out dresses for our hideous rag
dolls, botch them into shapelessness, and then coax the dear
mother to make them “look like something,” which she did, |
hold prayer-meetings, preach sermons, tell stories of our
own invention, —what was there that we were not at lib-
erty to undertake in that kitchen, if we would not quarrel
or get into mischief! Blessed are the children who are un-
der the care of a wise, loving, patient mother!

The three children who preceded my birth died during
their first year. They were delicate, and lacked vitality for
continued existence. There was great anxiety, therefore,
when I was born, lest I might be feeble as they were. But
a few months dispelled that anxiety. I was never ill, but
grew up physically strong, escaping completely out of baby-
hood into young girlhood, at the age of two years. Another
sort of problem confronted my parents when I appeared.



48 THE STORY OF MY LIFE.

How could the superabundant energy and activity of this
romping baby girl be controlled and wisely directed? I was
so busy and mischievous that my mother gladly accepted
the relief of an infant school, conducted by a motherly
woman just across the street. I vaguely remember it,—a
large, airy chamber, where were a dozen children of my age,
of whom I was very fond, with a garden in the rear into
which we were turned loose most of the time, when the
weather permitted, for we were only taught to sing and to
play. ’ '

If the teacher left us alone a moment, some evil genius .
prompted me to open the gate, no matter how it was fast-
ened, and then to run down the street like a deer. One or
two of my tiny companions would sometimes essay to fol-
low me, but I generally outran them, and they went back
to the play-ground. When my annoying propensity was
discovered, my father trained the house-dog, Hector by
name, to follow me, and he would for a short distance; but
if I was off for too long a tramp he would return without
me. Then there was a scare. George Bissell, a fatherless
little fellow whom my parents had taken into the family to
rear, was detailed to search for me.

If he found me, and I resisted being taken home, he
could speedily reduce me to order by threatening me with
“0ld Boolah,” a mythical personage supposed to be on the
lookout for bad children, whom he carried away in his
large pockets, and that was the end of them. “Come and
get Mary, Old Boolah! She’s a bad child! Come, quick,
and carry her off!” he would shout. And then looking
afar off down the street, he would exclaim, “I see him!
there he comes! Hurry up, Old Boolah!” It was a very
effective way of dealing with me, up to a certain age, for I
would immediately suppress my inclination to kick and



THE TOWN CRIER AND HIS DUTIES. 49

xream, and become the very “pink of propriety.” If
George did not find me, the town crier was summoned, who
was always successful. For I rejoiced in his bell and his
gentorian cries, and was as eager to find him as he was to
discover me. We marched home together, a very happy
couple,— he, because the lost was found, and I, because I
had the company of his noisy bell.
The town crier
was an institution in
those days. He was
in constant requisi-
tion to advertise an
auction, the arrival
of overdue vessels,
the loss of a child
which had strayed
from its home, the
death of an eminent
personage, or a lect- 4
ure or entertainment
in the evening. As
he went through the
streets, ringing his
ponderous bell to at-

tract attention, he - o)
would shout in sten- THE TOWN CRIER.
torian tones, “ Child ' Chid lost! Child lost!™

lost! Child lost!” which would speedily draw a crowd around
him to hear the story and to aid in the search. A story is,
told of an old friend of my father, Deacon John Sullivan,
the senior deacon of the First Baptist Church, where we at-
tended service. He hired the crier to ring his bell in front \
of all the schoolhouses in Boston, one day in June, and then
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invited the children to go to the Common in the afternoon
and roll on the pewly-mown hay. The old deacon was
known and loved by the children of the city almost univers-
ally.

There was more natural and simple social life in those
days than we have at the present time. Instead of punctil-
ious calls of fashion in elaborate street-dress, card-case in
hand, neighbors ran into each other’s houses for an hour or
two of visiting between dinner and supper, sewing diligently
while they chatted. In the evening, apples and cider
always graced the center-table of the family room for the re-
freshment of those who might “drop in.” Sometimes dough-
nuts and cheese were added. If it were a cold, sparkling
winter night, the oysterman was hailed, who made nightly
rounds with a large pailful of his appetizing wares swing-
ing on either side of him —and a steaming oyster stew
was served. Unless the weather was very stormy, or it was
more intensely cold than is usual in a New England winter,
we rarely failed of hearing his slow and familiar step on the
pavement, accompanied by his musical cry, “Oys! Oys!
Oys!” with a peculiar liquid roll of the vowels — « Here's
your fine, fresh Oys! Come, buy!”

I remember one evening when an impromptu party of
uncles, aunts, and cousins galore took possession of our
house “to spend the evening.” It was a cold night, and we
listened for the oysterman. Ile was tardy in coming, and
the oyster stew was served at a late hour, with coffee and
other accessories; and it was well towards midnight when
our kindred bade us good-bye. I had tasted coffee that
night for the first time in my life, and was exhilarated as
with wine. There was neither “sleep to my eyes, nor slum-
ber to my eyelids,” and as I laid quietly in bed, tremulous
with nervous excitement, the clocks rang out slowly the
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hour of twelve. Hardly had they ceased, when the night
watchman just under
my window, announced
in sonorous tones,
“Twelve o’clock, and a
pleasant morning!” I
had never before heard
him, although he passed
and repassed the house
every night —but I was
a child, and slept. His
announcement quieted
me. I was not alone in
my wakefulness, so ran
my thought, for the
night watchman slept
not, but maintained *
long, lonely vigils, that
he might protect us. :
GOd pmtected him’ and THE NIGHT WATCHMAN.

. ** Twelve o'clock, and a pleasant morning!*
so all was well and 1

might sleep.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF MY CHILDHOOD —EARLY RELIGIOUS
TRAINING AND IMPRESSIONS — INCIDENTS AND EXPE-
RIENCES IN THE FIRST FIFTEEN YEARS OF MY LIFE.

The Sundays of my Childhood — Dreaded Days — Cold Food at Meals —
Long Prayers and Unnecessary Rigors — My First Minister — ‘‘ God
was in the Pulpit, but Jesus Christ Preached” — Long Services in
Gloomy Churches — Specters Everywhere — A Crotchety Sexton—
‘“Daddy Winslow’s” Cat-like Tread — A Sour Old Curmudgeon — His
Everlasting ‘‘ Sniff ” Betrayed him — ‘‘ Get into your Pews and Behave
yourselves ” — Forbidden *“ Didoes ” — I am Caught Reading Robinson
Crusoe on Sunday — The Book Burned — Mourning the Birth of a
Little Sister — ‘‘Let’s Send the Baby back to God” — A Saddened
Childhood — Fear of Death and the Hereafter —I Grow Morbid and
Anxious — Severe Religious Training — Join the Baptist Church with
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Better Farther on |” — A Nobler Comprehension of God.

S soon as we were able to walk we were taken to
church, where my father had charge of us. The
chnrch which we attended was the First Baptist Church of
Boston, and was then located on the corner of Stillman and
Back (now Salem) streets.

The church was of wood, unpretentious and unattractive.
The grass lawn in front was its great glory, sprinkled pro-
fusely with buttercups, daisies, and red clover, and exhaling
such fragrance, as my father and 1 walked through it on a
June Sunday morning, as never will again greet my senses.
From the church windows there was nothing to obstruct the
vision, and I sat beside my father and watched the boats
and small craft in Mill Creek and on Mill Pond, both of

which have since been filled up to make available land.
(52)
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The former ran where now is Blackstone street, and crossed
Hanover street in its course, where a drawbridge spanned it.
Mill Pond was a large basin of water where now is Hay-
market Square, which, when filled, made the location of the
old station of the Boston & Maine Railroad.

The Sundays of my childhood were not enJoyable days,
they were observed with such unnecessary rigor. All work
was tabooed on that day, even cooking, winter and summer.
The food was cooked the day before. We rose early, and
we children were prepared
for the morning Sunday-
school at nine o’clock. The
churches were not suffi-
ciently warmed for the
winter, and, in many in-
stances, not warmed at all,
and so a foot-stove was
taken by one of us, which the sexton filled with live coals.
We took turns in warming our feet upon it, and then were
half frozen. The Sunday-school ended at half-past ten,
when we adjourned from the vestry to the church. A
sounding-board overhung the pulpit, which was small and
circular and seemingly suspended in the air, for the posts
that upheld it and the narrow, spiral stairway which con-
ducted to it were inclosed by curtains. I thought the
minister, when he passed inside these curtains, rose in the
air, very much as a bird soars from the ground, until he
came to the level where he could be seen by the people.

The minister was Rev. Francis Wayland, afterwards
President of Brown University. He was my first pastor,
and the first I remember. So much was said to me about
the “ Meeting-house” being “ God’s house,” and that “ God

was always present in his house,” that I confounded
4

AN OLD NEW ENGLAND FOOT-S8TOVE.
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Mr. Wayland with the Deity, and was awed into a very
correct sort of behavior when he was in the pulpit. He was
a tall, thin, dark man, of whom I was much afraid when he
made his pastoral visits. On one occasion he was assisted
in the service by a blonde, rosy-cheeked young man, who
preached in a finely modulated, ringing tenor voice, which
presented the greatest contrast to the monotonous bass tones
of Mr. Wayland. I was thoroughly taught the doctrine of

A CHURCH CHORISTER.
Starting the tune with a pitch-pipe.

: the Trinity, but in such an unfortunate way that God the
. Father was my aversion, and God the Saviour, Jesus Christ,
! was the blessed Lord whom I adored. When we reached

!'.: home at the close of the service, my mother inquired, ¢« Who

preached?” I answered promptly, after my fashion, ¢ God
was in the pulpit and prayed, but he did not preach ; Jesus
Christ preached, and I liked him best.”

The choir sang without instrumental accompaniment, the
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chorister starting the tune with a pitch-pipe. The prayers
were half an hour long, and the hymns contained six or
eight stanzas. During the sermon that followed, I gave
myself up to all kinds of mental occupation to while away
the time, for there was very little of the hour’s discourse
that I could comprehend. I would count the people; then
count the men and women separately, to ascertain the num-
ber of each. I imagined little stories; speculated on the
lives of some of my playmates about me, and wished with /
all my heart and soul that God loved us more, so that '
we could have more happiness in this life and a better
chance hereafter. 'When the church service was over we
hurried home to the cold dinner.
The heavy window curtains of *furniture calico” were

dropped to the floor on Sunday, as they were not on
any other day of the week. We were not allowed to read
a story-book, nor the religious newspaper, nor a missionary
magazine, or to look into a school-book. It was Sunday,
and the Bible was the only book proper for Sunday reading. ),
At two o'clock we hurried back to the second session of the
‘Sunday-school, then again to afternoon service in the church,
and after that came an interminable prayer-meeting in the
body of the house, to which all remained who could,— the
children always included. This prayer-meeting lasted until
dark in the winter and until very nearly supper-time in sum-
mer. It was my great dread. The prayers and addresses
were rarely delivered in an audible tone of voice, but were
yet echoed and re-echoed through the building. The intense
stillness without deepened solemnly, and the darkness crept
into the nooks and corners of the church till the place seemed
ghostly, and I saw specters everywhere. . Trembling with
fright I would cling to my father, and insist that he should
pat his arm around me and hold my hand tightly in his.
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Sunday evening was devoted to the religious instruction

of the children at home. Of this my father took charge,
' while my mother
in company with

friends or neigh-

WI bors attended ser-

vice at one of the

churchesinthe near

vicinity. First

camethecatechism,

through which we

went every Sunday

evening, my father

occasionally enforc-

ing a precept or ex-

pounding an ob

e scure point. If
=~ that catechism is

SPECTERS EVERYWHERE.
Trembling with fright I clung to my father.

lost, hopelessly, I
can at any time re-
produce it, question and answer, wverbatim et literatim,
for it is burned into my memory forever. Then followed
the Bible reading, in which we all took part, and after this